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gardens as dusty squares of hard-baked earth
broken up by dry-looking beds of balsams, zinnias
and marigolds.
The Commissioner's garden might almost be
English, except that the trees are, of course, so un-
English, and that here and there magenta masses of
bougainvillaea swarm up and over them, and tall
hedges of poinsettias stand behind them.
After our hurried scamper round the demesne,
we were wedged quickly, tightly, but competently
into the Commissioner's car, and driven off to the
polo ground.
Mrs. M------looked very smart, almost Parisian
in her jaunty little hat. I cursed myself for not
having worn an ordinary hat instead of my heavy,
clumsy double-terai; but the danger of sunstroke in
this country has been so much impressed on me that
I have become very, very cautious. I really believe
that, provided you have an adequate sunshade,
topees and terais can't be necessary after about
three o'clock at this time of year.
The polo was great fun, and exciting as polo
always is.
I suppose everyone gets a thrill from the sound of
many hoofs drumming on the hard, dry ground, as
the ponies gallop up close to one; a thrill and then a
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